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DAMON and THYRSIS 


Dam. \ Eneath this diſmal Yew with Moſs oer. 
grown, b 

Where nought but Tears are dropr, ; 
and Sighs are blown: [- 

Begitt with balefull Gpreſs-Trees around, 

Which gloomy Night and black Deſpair ſurround : 

Where ne'er Salubrious Herb, of "Trogons Flow'r 

Did ſpring and ſmile; where ner fell Fertile Show' r; 

But th' humid Skies a damp perpetual wear, 

And dusky Miſts hang in che lazy Air. 

Here, here we'll lie, wich Cypreſs Chaplets crown'd, 

Our Heads reclining on th* unwholfom Ground ; 

We'll lie and ſing, how our Great Pan is dead, 

Wich whom the Soul of Hartnony is fled : 

In mutual Plaints we'll ſweetly ſigh our Grief; 

Ah! Grief which here admits of no Relief: 

Come, let's begin and ſing Arcadia's Loſs, 

And let Pan all our Sighs, and all our Tears engroſs. 


Thyr. Alas! how can we ſing, now He is. gone! 
He taught us Songs, without Him we learnt none : 
The little Birds their chirping Notes haveloſt; 
Which, imitating Him, they once cou'd boaſt : 
No more can Philomel with Tunefull Yoice 
The Gladſom Woods and Ecchoing Hills rejoyce ; 
Swans only fing : ------- and only ſing to die, 
Warbling their own; and his ſad Elegy. 


(2) 
The hooting Owls, thoſe Birds obſc ſcene of Night, 
With Screeches ſhape their Inauſpicions Flight 


To croaking Ravens: hideous Screams then rend 
Th' affrighned Plain, and deadly Fares portend. 
But who can fing in Sweet, Harmonious Lays, 
Equal to our departed Maſter's Praiſe? 
Cou'd I but pattera his Parhetick Strain, 

® Words upon X Theron, belov'd of Pan and dearto Phabus Train ; 


fora” FR. Like Him I'de make cach flinty Rock relent, 


5s. And the moy'd Stones give their new Paſſion ven. 
But I am young in Art, and muſt decline 
This Task, which with Reluctance I reſign ; 
Thou beft know'{t how to ſing, and how to mourn , 


He gaye thee Skill, which to his Praiſe return. 


Dam. Hence, hence, Terpfichore, hence from my Sight 
Be gone, to diſtant Regions wing thy Flight : 
Hence with thy jocond Thoughts and jolly Train 
Of Fancies, which oft revell'd in my Brain. 

On Sighs, then Air, Camelion like I'll live, 

And Tears I'll drink, and drink *em oft to grieve. 

Come to my Arms, Melpomene I'm bleſt 

In thy Embrace, thou Miſtreſs of my Breaſt ; 

Wh chee I'll ſigh all Night, and weep all Day, 

In ſobbing Accents mourn my Soul away ; 

Great Pan's no more : let Arcadia deplore 

Th' Irreparable Loſs ; Great Pan's no more. 
Lament, lament, ye wretched Nymphs and Swains, 
Lament Great Pan deceas'd, in Mournfull Strains. 


And lo ! the Muſes mourn, deep Sables wear, 
Uncune their Lyres, and dolefull Swains prepare : 
The Graces weep, clad in a rucfull Dreſs, 


No pleated Veſtis ſcen nor braided Treſs : 
| Wild 
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Wild are their Looks, diſhevcll'd is their Hair, 

And their looſe Garments ruifte in the Air. 

Yenus with piteous Wailing vents a Groan, 

Her Doves fit by, murmur, and with her moan : 

Cupid unbraces too his little Bow, 

And flings it wide, his Shafts are uſeleſs now. 

The rugged Satyrs full of Grief forbear 

Each Antick Geſture and each Comick Jeer ; 

The Drzads, with the Sylvans and the Fauns, 

No more in Dances trip it o'er the Lawns; 

All cry, Pan's gone to the dark Shades below, 

Condoling Eccho fighing, anſwers,--.-- Oh! 
Lament, lament, ye wretched Nzmpbs and Swains, 


Lament, Great Pan deceas d, in Mournfull Strains. 


Never was Earth bleſt with ſuch Heav'nly Sound, 
Never were Swains in ſuch deep Tranſports drown'd, 
As when the Skilliall Shepherd touch'd his Reed, 
Others which far, did very far exceed: 

Ecſtatick Raptures fiil'd our raviſh'd Mind, 

| So loſt, thar we our ſelves cou'd ſcarcely find; 
) We ſunk beneath th* unweildy Load of Blils, 
And fainted : but not thought the Charm amiſs. 


As Infant-Violers and the op'ning Roſe 
To court our ſmelling fragrant Sweets diſcloſe ; 
So did his Lays melodious Sweets diſpenſe, 
To charm the Ear and captivate the Sence. 
His Myſticx Airs ſtrange Pleaſares cou'd impart, 
Cou'd raiſe the Soul, as well as move the Heart. 
We ſaw how o'er the ſtops his Fingers bound, 
And bleſt the Skill, which we ſo wondrous found ; 
Diviae he ſeem'd,-.--- or ſomething more than Man, 
But now he's leſs, contracted to a Span. 

Lament, lament, ye wretched Nymphs and Swains, 


Lament, Great Pan deceas'd, in Mournfull Strains. 
B Dull 
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Dull Mevius Sonnets how did he refine ! 
To ptealing Notes, harſh, grating Numbers joyn! 
He {mooth'd our words, and fill'd our uncouth Tongues 
And poliſh'd well each Line of ev'ry Song. 
Whene'er the Artful Shepherd fat and play'd, 
The mute Creation hark'd, his Charm obey'd : 
The lowing Herds to hear him wond'ring ſtood, 
And þleating Flocks, regardlels of their Food. 
The Feather'd Choir deſcending throng'd each Bow, 
Then mounting chirp'd, and cry'd ſuch Notes tofhow ; 
The Finny People leap'd above the Flood, ' 
To view what 'cwas, that their Attention wood : 
Impatient of the Bliſs, they reach the Side, 
Aſſiſted by the timely flowing Tide 
Mindfull of Sounds they never heard before, 
And heedleſs of the Ebb, they're left on Shore. 
Whene'er the mighty Songſter rais'd his Voice, 
He check'd each murmur, ſt:1I'd each louder Noife : 
The foaming Surges did forget to roar, 
And raging Billows durlt nor brave the Shore. 
He ſmoorh'd the Brow of ev'ry wrinkled Stream, 
And bluſt ring Winds hung lull'd as in a Dream : 
No gentle Breeze cou'd riſe to lay a Swear, 
No breath of Air cou'd fan the ſultry Heat ; 
Whole Nature bow'd, own'd his miraculous Art, 
To which ſhelargely did her ſelf impart. 
Thus pow'rfull were His Songs ; ---bur he's no more, 
Ah! rigid Fate! in vain we thee implore. 

Lament, lament, ye wretched Nymphs and Swains, 


is 


Lament, Great Pan deceas'd, in Mournfull Strains. 


For ever ceaſt are now thoſe lighrſome Airs, 


Which brisk'd our Spirits thro' our raptur'd Ears : 
For 


Js 
4] 
For ever ceaſt are now thoſe tender Lays, 
Which loves ſweet Paſſion mov'd ten thouſand ways 
Loſt is that vaſt Exceſs of Tunefull Skill, 
That cou'd command the ſtubborn Notes at will : 


And ---- can I ſpeak ic? ---- Oh! ---- the beſt of Swains 
Is loſt, chat ever grac'd Arcadia's Plains ; 


X Loſt is my Quiet, now hereſt has found, * An admira- 
h Ne ; ble Sons by 
When ſhall we hear ſuch an inchanting Sound ? Ade Purcell. 


Ah! He was ſweet as Love, Ah! He was all 
That we can Charming or Harmonious call, 
Sweetneſs Divine bloom'd in His cheerfull Face, 
His Looks beſpoke Him bleſt with ev'ry Grace ; 
He was, my 7hyrſts, more than I can ſay, 

In His Encomiums I cou'd waſte the Day : 
Great Orpheus Lyre charm'd fair Euridice 

To th' Verge of Light, Life and Felicity : 


LT But who can from the Shades our Orpheus call ? 
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Nought cou'd but His own moving Notes prevail ; 
Bur {tiff choſe Fingers are, this lower World 
Which mov'd, and into ſweet Confuſjon hurl'd : 
For ever is that well-tun'd, hallow'd Breath, 
\ Which gave Swains Life, ſtopt by malignant Death 
All cold and breathleſs on the Turf he lies, 
Eternal Darkneſs hath ſeal'd up his Eyes. 
Lament, lament, ye wretched Nymphs and Swams, 
Lament Great Pan deceas d, in Mournfull Strains. 


Comeall ye Shepherds, with ſad Dirges, come, 
And ſing alternately around His Tomb; 
In dolefull Sounds vent your enlarged Woes, 
And let Sighs intermix'd ſhort Reſts compoſe : 
While freſheſt Greens your Shepherdefles crop, 
Which Honey Sweat and Ne&#ar Juices drop, 


With 


(6) 
Wich od'rous Hetbs-His Sepulchre to ſtrow ; 

Bring Flow'rs, ye Nymphs, and Garlands to beſtow. 
Ye Males, deck with Elegies His Hearſe, 

Embalm His Name with ever-living Verſe: 


And when ſome faded Flow'r all pale appears, 
Inſtill new Verdure with a Show'r of Tears. 


Come all lament, lament in Mournfull Strains, 


Great Pan deceas d, late Glory of theſe Plains. 


Strange warbling Notes my Ears with pleaſure wound ; 
Hark ! how the Spheres melodioutly reſound ! 

Lo! Cherubs come to convoy Him to go, 

And {ing thoſe ftrains above, he play'd below : 
Seraphl, Caid his new Birth, deſcend and {ing, 

So tunefuls Birds do hatch the pregnant Spring. 

And lo! Heav'ns Terras ſacred Miniſtrels throng, 
Some tune their Lyres, and ſome prepare a SONY : 
And now with Golden Harps and Hymas Divine 
They mingle all, and in full Conſort joyn : 


Myriads of Angels with Immortal State, 
On mighty Pan as His Retinue wait; i 
Upwards he ſoars, wing'd with Harmonious Fire, 

And Earthly Joys compleats, and the Czleſtial Quire. 
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Pag. 2. lin. 20. for then read thin. L. 25. for Arcadia r. Arcadie.. 1, 3o. for 
8wains r, Strams, 
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